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Chapter 1



"Get your lazy ass out of bed, Mark."

"Oh, hell, Lisa. It’s Saturday, give me a break."

"Yeah, well, my sister needs help setting up her new washer-dryer."

"Clara’s got a husband for that."

"Jake’s out all day. Come on, get up, and I’ll make it worth your effort."

I sprang to my feet, never one to pass up a spontaneous chance with my stunning wife. Lisa smirked, swiftly smoothing out the bed sheets to block any retreat. Then, with a playful shove, she pushed me back.

"Shower first, babe. I’m not going anywhere near your sweaty morning stink. I’ll be downstairs."

Invigorated by the promise of her lips, I scrubbed myself clean, though my enthusiasm dipped at the thought of dealing with my loudmouth sister-in-law. Downstairs, Lisa had boiled eggs and toast waiting, sliding the plate in front of me alongside a steaming mug of coffee. She flashed a sultry grin, looking sharp as she tied her long chestnut hair into a tempting ponytail. With her hair neatly secured, she sank to her knees, unbuttoned my boxers, and freed my hardening cock.

Lisa was a master at this. Before we tied the knot, she’d made it clear that blowjobs were the main course for me and any guy before me. I knew it was true—her virginity had been mine to claim on our wedding night. She peeled back my foreskin, locking her hazel eyes on mine with a magnetic pull, then took me deep, all the way to the base. Her throat tightened around me as she tilted her head, squeezing my shaft with practiced ease.

She worked me slowly, her head bobbing, tongue tracing the sensitive underside of my pulsing length. That ponytail of hers danced, brushing my thighs in a teasing rhythm. When pre-cum started seeping out, coating my tip, Lisa lapped it up, swallowing with a gleam in her eye. She got off on tasting me, staring right into my soul as she gulped it down. I was close—real close—to unloading everything.

Her fingers pressed hard against my perineum, rubbing fast. I squirmed in the chair, and she moved with me, keeping her mouth locked on tight. I tapped her head twice—our signal that I was about thirty seconds from blowing. She hated waste and liked the heads-up to catch every drop. When my prostate kicked and erupted, Lisa slurped and sucked, swallowing fast, not spilling a thing.

She cleaned me off as I softened, and I toyed with her ponytail, grinning.

"I know you’re pretending to own me, Mark. It’s not happening," she teased, standing up.

With my balls drained, I figured I could handle Clara’s attitude. I dressed, stepped out into the sunlight, swung a leg over my Kawasaki Vulcan, pulled on my matte black helmet, and roared off. Lisa waved in my mirrors as I headed for her sister’s place.

When I rolled up to Clara’s, she was tearing into the delivery guy like a banshee. The poor bastard shot me a pitying look, assuming I was her whipped husband, then bolted for his van and peeled out. Clara turned to me, dialing back her venom just enough to crack a smile. For a split second, she almost seemed human—pretty, even.

"Thanks for coming to help," she said.

I returned a tight smile. We’d never been close, but Lisa adored her sister, and I adored Lisa. I climbed off the bike, followed Clara inside, and hung my jacket on her coat rack as I passed through the hall. Halfway down, she stopped me with a hand on my chest.

"Boots off, please?"

Please? What the hell was she on? I kicked them off, stepping into her kitchen. The new washer-dryer was mostly hooked up—delivery guy must’ve done the heavy lifting. I grabbed a wrench from Jake’s toolbox, tightened the fittings, hooked up the cold water hose, and fed the waste pipe into the drain. Sliding the machine into its spot, I called out, already halfway to the door, "It’s done."

"Mark, can you come in here, please?"

Please again? This was getting weird. I walked into her living room and froze.

"You’re fucking naked."

"Yep."

"Why?"

"Lisa asked me to punish you. I’m going to beat the shit out of you, brother-in-law."

"No fucking way."

"Ask her yourself."

Clara pointed at a massive flatscreen TV where Lisa’s grinning face filled the frame via video call. My hands went clammy, blood rushing to my legs as my brain screamed to bolt. My heart pounded like it wanted out of my chest. They’d ambushed me. I stared at my wife, searching her expression.

"Why are you naked, Lisa?"

"Got a friend coming over, hubs."

As I stood there, paralyzed in Clara’s living room with her itching to tear me apart, Lisa turned to answer our doorbell.

"Jake, you bastard?"

"Hey, man."

Clara’s husband waved at me from my living room, one arm slung over my naked wife’s shoulder, the other shoving his pants down. My head whipped from the screen to Clara, then back to Lisa and Jake. The absurdity hit me like a freight train.

"Why’s everyone grinning like idiots?"

Lisa stepped closer to the camera, her face looming large, her voice soft and steady.

"You wanted a hotwife, didn’t you?"

"Yeah, but—"

"Clara wants to be a cuckqueen, and you’ve been craving a thrashing. This is how we all get what we want, safe and sound."

I sank onto Clara’s leather couch. She sat beside me, her hand rubbing my thigh with a warmth I’d never seen from her.

"I’m not that awful, Mark. I flip between dom and sub—it messes with me sometimes. If I’ve pissed you off before, I’m sorry."

Her fingers raked through my hair, and I caught her scent—clean, raw, and unmistakably female. It stirred my cock awake. Over her shoulder, I saw Jake’s hand dive between Lisa’s legs on the screen. She melted into him, stroking his massive shaft.

Fuck it, why not?

Clara cupped my chin, turning my face to hers. Her eyes held a softness I’d never noticed.

"His dick’s bigger than yours. Imagine the fun you’ll have in my sister’s stretched-out pussy after he’s done with her, babe."

"Uh, yeah, I… um…"

I glanced away, but she pulled my gaze back. That gentle beauty in her face caught me off guard.

"You didn’t see the swing, did you?"

I followed her gesture. A sex swing hung from a ceiling hook, its net bed level with the TV. How the hell had I missed that?

"Want to hop in there for your thrashing before Jake bends Lisa over your couch and fucks her with that monster cock? You’ll get a front-row seat."

"Uh… okay, Clara."

I stood, legs shaky, half in shock but more turned on than scared. Watching Lisa tangle with Jake was doing things to me. I snuck a peek at Clara’s crotch—glistening wetness coated her thighs, her swollen lips barely holding back more.

"Caught you licking your lips, Mark," Lisa called from the screen, pausing mid-suck on Jake’s thick, veiny rod. She looked wild, grinning like a fiend, and I was hooked.

Clara turned to me, plunging two fingers into her soaked pussy, swirling them around. She pulled them out dripping, her scent hitting me like a drug. That smile of hers—slutty and gorgeous—cracked open every dark craving I’d buried.

"Kneel, Mark."

I dropped fast, panting, tongue out, begging for a taste.

"Good boy. Sniff me first—I’m different from Lisa. Then, when I say, you can lick my fingers for your reward."

She waved those slick fingers under my nose. The musky aroma was thick, intoxicating. My head spun as she teased me, her juice pooling on her fingertips.

"Eat, boy!"

I sucked her fingers clean, gulping down her essence as she yanked my head closer. She scooped more, feeding me again and again, her smile softening into something almost sweet.

"Do you consent, Mark?"

"To what?"

"A thrashing!"

Spanking was my dirty little fantasy—Lisa never indulged, worried about hurting me. Clara, though, looked eager, and I spotted a leather paddle by the swing as I climbed in. Settling into the net, a meter from the screen where Lisa was about to get railed, the reality of it all slammed into me. Thrilling shivers raced through my body.
















Chapter 2


Lisa winked at me from the screen, a cheeky little flicker of mischief in her eyes, while Jake’s fingers worked her pussy with a steady rhythm. She was bent over our couch, just far enough from the TV to mirror my distance from Clara’s screen. He’d positioned her perfectly—her gaze locked on me, ready to watch my punishment as I witnessed her transformation into the hotwife I’d fantasized about, impaled on his oversized cock.

"You’ve got to consent for Clara, babe," Lisa said, her voice breathy but firm.

Jake spread her legs wider, easing her forward over the couch’s backrest. He slid his thick shaft into her slowly, and she gasped, squirming as he pulled her hips back onto him. That knobby, blue-veined monster stretched her in ways I never could.

"Your cock’s too fucking wide," she groaned, her voice a mix of complaint and awe.

"Bear with it, sis," Clara called out, her tone sharp but playful. "A few thrusts, and you’ll loosen up. After Jake’s done, this worm won’t even graze the sides."

A jolt of humiliation sparked through me, lighting up my nerves with a twisted rush of dopamine. Lisa’s words dug into my secret kink, shaking loose desires I’d kept locked away too long. Sure, my six inches were decent, but following Jake? I’d be rattling around in there like a pencil in a bucket.

"He’s hitting my cervix, babe," Lisa said, her eyes softening with a loving smirk. "You’ve never gone that deep in my cunt."

She grinned, and I knew they were tag-teaming me—playing up the humiliation for my benefit, not to wound me. I shot back a grin of my own, tossing some banter into the mix.

"Fuck her harder, Jake, so I’ve got no chance of feeling anything when I get home tonight."

He smirked, shaking his head like he was banging a streetwalker, then nodded behind me.

"Tomorrow, mate. Lisa’s mine all night. Clara and her mom are yours."

"W-wh-what?"

I twisted sideways in the swing, struggling to process it. My eyes landed on Ellen—Lisa and Clara’s mom—standing behind me, stark naked, eyeing my ass like it was prime rib.

"I see Jake’s already taking care of one of my girls," she said, her voice low and husky.

"What t-the f-fuck?"

Clara dropped to her knees beside me as Ellen ran a finger down my crack, trailing it up my spine. Electric shivers raced through me, pleasure pulsing from my toes to my skull until my head swam.

"Your safe word’s ‘Servile,’ dear," Clara said, her tone steady. "I’ll thrash your ass while you eat Mom’s pussy. You’ll do it right, then fuck her and me after. Got it, Mark?"

"Yeah, umm, err, oh fuck yeah, that’s clear."

"Ready to level up our relationship? Get to know me better?"

"Yes. Fuck yes, please, Clara."

She hooked up a second swing to another ceiling mount. Ellen climbed in, settling into a seated position while Clara strapped her mother’s knees wide apart, nudging her toward me. I could still see Lisa getting pounded over the couch as Jake found his groove, railing her rough and relentless.

My wife’s eyes were wild, darting to the screen, soaking in the sight of me about to cross the ultimate line—licking her mom’s pussy while her sister beat my ass.

Stroke {Smack} — "Start!"

Stroke {Smack} — "Licking!"

Stroke {Smack} — "My!"

Stroke {Smack} — "Mom’s!"

Stroke {Smack} — "Pussy!"

Stroke {Smack} — "Mark!"

I writhed in the swing as each paddle strike seared its texture into my tender, untouched ass. My mind blew open, rocketing to uncharted territory as I surrendered, craving the sting of Clara’s discipline. My body hummed, shifting gears as she laid into me, while Ellen yanked my swing closer until my face hovered over her dripping pussy.

Stroke {Smack}

Stroke {Smack}

Stroke {Smack}

Ellen’s scent hit me like a warm, welcoming wave—homey, rich, and bursting with cream between two plump, pouting labia. I dipped my tongue in, sucking up her slick sweetness, savoring it before swallowing. She gripped my head, shoving me deeper into her folds.

"Good boy! You’re getting a VIP pass to where Lisa and Clara started."

Stroke {Smack} — "You!"

Stroke {Smack} — "Must!"

Stroke {Smack} — "Make!"

Stroke {Smack} — "My!"

Stroke {Smack} — "Mom!"

Stroke {Smack} — "Cum!"

Each whack landed square
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